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painted in flagrant contravention of ali Whistler's 
rules, are among our most precious possessions 
to-day. They pleased the men of their time and 
they have pleased the men of all succeeding ages; 
while the "symphonies" and "arrangements" of 
Whistler and his successors appeal only to a small 
coterie of mandarins. 



The world is now passing through its most 
frightful crisis since Darius and Xerxes under- 
took to blot out the liberties of Greece. After 
forty years of preparation autocracy started out 
to enslave mankind. In Belgium its cruelties have 
made Philip II and Alva appear angels of mercy. 
Its crimes on the high seas have made the Barbary 
pirates seem gentlemen. It has sought to intimi- 
date the world by a f rightfulness without example. 
It foresaw everything save the unconquerable soul 
of man, which throughout all the nations has risen 
in revolt against the cruelty of Germany as it once 
rose against the cruelty of Spain. The conspiracy 
has failed; but in the effort autocracy has caused 
the shedding of more blood and tears, it has caused 
more anguish of soul and body than were ever 
before inflicted on humanity in the same period. 
In this hour of the world's supreme tragedy, when 



Jesus of Nazareth is being crucified again in a 
thousand places every day, are our painters to do 
nothing but to make "arrangements" in blue and 
gold, in pink and silver? When the great heart 
of humanity is bleeding as it never bled before, 
when the soul of man is rising against tyranny 
with a nobility worthy of the days of Marathon, 
are our artists to be blind and deaf to all around 
them, and to paint for a handful of dilettantes? 
If so, they more than deserve the neglect of which 
they complain. 

I do not mean that they should paint war pic- 
tures, like Horace Vernet or Detaille or de Neuville. 
That is the most unattractive form of art. But 
they should forget Whistler's foolish dictum that 
art should never be literary, that it should appeal 
only to the eye, not to the heart and soul. Art 
should be as broad as literature, as broaJ. as life. 
It should give voice to our loftie-t aspirations, to 
our deepest grief. No thought should be too pro- 
found for it to grapple with. It .:hould go hand in 
hand with literature and music, voicing in every 
tone the cry of the human heart. The Academy 
Exhibition shows that the cunning hand is not 
v/ar.ting; but tl.e brain and the soul are sleeping; 
and until they awake we shall not have an art 
worthy of our country. 

George B. Rose 



SUMMER'S END 



What can I give as the guerdon of friendship ? 

The words of a song, 
That fly like a bird to the nest, where my friend is 

When evenings are long, 
And the wind which is crying the keen of the winter 

Blows boist'rous and strong. 

Winter is dead ; but the seed sown in summer 

Must blossom in spring, 
When the gorse in the land where I left her grows 
yellow, 

The bird's on the wing; 
And the thought that the day when I see her draws 
nearer. 

New pleasure will bring. 



Far away, I will turn where the ocean is breaking 

In peace on the shore ; 
And find me a ship for the land where I linger 

In thought evermore : 
The County of Cork, the town, and the Castle 

I lived in before. 

One morning, I'll ride from the gate, and will 
travel 

The road by the hill, 
Past a village that lies in the heart of a hollow, 

A half -hidden rill — 
Till I come to a cottage scarce seen from the 
roadside. 

White, ancient and still. 



Here at last is an end to my journey, and where 

I was longing to be; 
While I dwelt in the toil and the noise of a city 

Far over the sea. 
This song, then, my gift, and a pledge of the 
friendship 

That binds you to me. 



Norreys Jejphson O'Conor 



